
Path 

 
The sun lays a golden path, 
And warms my face to cross, 
The salty cove before me, 
I know it knows my loss. 
 
Inch-deep in gooey gilt, 
The messianic walk begins, 
With worldly sounds behind me, 
My face a now-rare grin. 
 
The beautiful life, this blessed curse- 
My dust finally drowned to an ever-cycled dust. 


